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PASSING THROUGH Innsbruck and looking out of the
windows of the Arlberg-Orient express, I could see
little except green fields, with an occasional snow-clad
mountain; golf-clubs seemed more suitable items of
luggage than skis and skates. And let me at once state
that this year there seems a decided proclivity to pro-
nouncing the "k" in "ski" very hard. Nearer to Kite-
biihel there was more snow in the valleys, while snow-
clouds were overhead ready to distribute their fleece at
any minute. Snow is such an essential concomitant for
these occasions. W. H, Berry used to sing: "Ah, what's
a cat without whiskers?" and on similar lines I muse
upon the snow question.

How pretty does the first snow-girl of the season look,
if only in the distance! The effect is like the first cock-
tail before luncheon. That dark blue kit, touched up
with splashes of red on socks and scarves, ameliorates
even the fiercest of blondes. And within one hour of
arriving at the Grand Hotel here, one emerges as a
complete snow-boy (the word "snow-man," like "snow-
ball," is absolutely forbidden in the best winter sports
places) and "as delighted as a royal flammgo when he
alights upon a duster of lotuses,"

It is upon no such flowery bed that I am destined to
sit for the moment, but in that rickety chariot which
somehow manages to be propelled along some wires up
4,000 feet of mountain to the top of the Hahnenkamm,
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